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The white-bearded Tokudaiji beamed. "Genro Ito, my brother
seems excited tonight."
"I don't blame him, Marquis Tokudaiji. Saionji-san is very fond of
his daughter, and the governess is also much moved. Anyway, it is a
great occasion for the Saionji family."
"Genro Ito, as Shinko's relative, I must, on her behalf and that of my
brother's family, thank you and Genro Inouye for your efforts to
bring about this marriage," the Lord of the Privy Seal said with his
usual dignity and formality.
"Don't mention it! Marquis Tokudaiji, you and your brother have
been my best friends for many years, and it's a small thing—"
"This time you had to come home from Korea to honor us."
"We, Inouye and I, must thank you for Saionji-san's trusting us to
promote this happy union. As you know, the bridegroom, Hachiro,
is our former lord's son. By this act we render our humble services to
the Mori family and to your brother's."
"A most valuable and personal help to us, indeed, Genro Ito. Our
traditional system of arranging matrimony is not bad after all, is it?"
The elderly Tokudaiji was contented. He continued: "We delegate
wise and experienced married couples to select brides and bridegrooms
whom the matchmakers can honestly recommend to their friends, sub-
ject to the approval of the families and their immediate relatives."
"In this case the principles were given opportunity to associate with
each other for many years. For that reason I have no fear that the
newly-weds will quarrel and then dump the settlement on our shoul-
ders, as often happens." Ito smoked leisurely for a moment and then
said: "Oh, the bridegroom's carriage is approaching the house."
Now Matchmaker Ito was excited. "Let's take these new paper lan-
terns that have the Saionji family crests and go to the gate to welcome
the party," he suggested, "Marquis Tokudaiji, you stand with the
others on the left side of the passage and I'll head the line on the right
side. Now, everybody get busy, but don't get confused. Oh, the first
cock is already crowing—"
"Genro Ito! Genro Ito! Shall I come too?"
"Oh, no, no! Saionji-san, you see if everything is all right in the
house. Leave this to us. Come, come, we mustn't delay!"
The quietness of the Saionji estates yielded to a subdued hum of
voices. After the exchange of formal greetings in the reception-room,
the bridegroom and his attendants retired to a chamber,
:     Ito whispered to his wife and the Inouyes.

